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Chapter 1: The Cry Of A Wolf 


The original poem was published on: 4/13/10 
The cry of a wolf 
Echoes on the night's cold wind 
And reaches your ear 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: AnimeMixDJ, 
William G. Thorne, and Sealendnectar! 


Chapter 2: Wolf Pack Howl 


The original poem was published on: 4/15/10 
Wolf packs are howling 
They know that the end is near 
They want to warn us 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: AnimeMixDJ, 
nickyO, and -SingViolence 


Chapter 3: Spring Tree 


The original poem was published on: 4/15/10 
Do you see that tree 
Branches swaying in the wind 
It remembers spring 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Eternal Skies, 
Princess anna57, and nickyO 


Chapter 4: Tornado 


The original poem was published on: 4/16/10 


I walk outside and taste the air. I can smell it, can 
you? It tingles 


In the back of the throat and has no smell. Yet you can 
plainly 
Feel it. I smell rain, lots of it. There is a storm coming 
A thunderstorm. it will be a massive storm. Rain will 
Pelt the roof. Wind will shake the glass panes. 
There is a storm coming. The Wind will 
Howl. Lightning Shall Dance. A 
Tornado is coming. Straight 
Toward my home 
Mother nature 
Is not kind. 
The storm 


Comes for 
Me 
With a jolt I snap 
Awake and breathe a 
Sigh of relief; it was just a dream 
Like always but I 
Fear that One Day it will not 
Be a Dream it will be 
Real and I 
Fear the day 
Iseea 
Real 
Storm. 
Thanks for the previous reviews from: Allebasii 


Chapter 5: Of Dark and Light 


The original poem was published on: 4/13/10 
We all fear the Dark 
And embrace the Light 
But why is that? 
Is it because 
We can see 
In the Light? 
And are lost 


In the blackness of the Dark? 
Why is it that all battles 

Are Good vs Evil, 

Light vs Dark? 

Or do we need to just look closer, 
Open our eyes wider, 

To see the truth? 

What if the Darkness. 
Really 

Isn't so bad? 

What if the Light 

Is blinding us 

To the Dark's 

True form? 

Like the glare from 

A fire at night? 

Why not 

Embrace 

The Darkness? 

And instead 

Fear the Light? 

Because 

Isn't it true that the one you 
Think you know the most, 
That is the true stranger? 


Why is that all of us 
Instinctively crave 
The Light 

And fear 

The Dark? 

I wish I knew. 
From now on 

I shall not fear 

The Dark 

I shall open my eyes 
To see 

The truth. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from:AnimeMixDJ, 
and William G. Thorne, 


Chapter 6: Falcon 


The original poem was published on: 4/28/10 
Falcon 
X 
XX 
XXX 
A falcon flies high above, 
Ruler of his clouded kingdom. 
XXX 
The speed is what all falcons love, 


But none can match his swiftest pace. 
XXX 
His feathers are black and brown, 
Soft as the finest lace. 
XXX 
When he cries all gaze up at him, 
In awe of his song of a voice. 
XXX 
A falcon flies high above, 
Ruler of his clouded kingdom. 
XXX 
None can match his grace, 
Plunging and ascending so fast. 
XXX 
He fold his wings and down he goes, 
To grasp an unsuspecting victim. 
XXX 
Falcons are fierce, 
Falcons are loving, 
XXX 
But none can deny, 
They are the rulers of this sky. 
XXX 
XX 
X 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Manuel Fajar! 


Chapter 7: The Ocean's Mysteries 


The original poem was published on: 4/29/10 
The original 
The oceans of Earth, 
Contain many mysteries, 
There may be mermaids. 
Lets dive down to the darkness, 
Where all the mysteries sleep. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Faithless 
Juliet! 


Chapter 8: The Coming Storm 


The original poem was published on: 4/29/10 
The sky so bright, 
Horses race across grass steppes, 
The air here is clean. 
The world seems perfect right now... 
A storm approaches from the west 
There were no precious reviews for this poem =,( 


Chapter 9: Acrostic Poem By Me All Three 


The original poem was published on: 5/2/10 


WRITER 
Worry others when we talk to ourselves. 
Ridiculous notions. 


Intelligent because we know what a pseudonym is 
and we all have one on this website. 


The smartest people in our English classes. 
Erratic and imaginative. 

Read for fun, unlike the rest of the teenage 
population. 

Strategists because we know exactly how to plana 
story, or a battle within said story. 

BETA 

Better editors than editors 

Excellent at finding grammatical errors. 

Tell others the mistakes they made while helping. 
Always helping others 

READER 

Reading this right now. 

Excel in English class. 

Always talking about books you've read. 

Doesn't care what others think. 

Envisioning the best of descriptions. 

Read so much you automatically fix grammatical 


errors in your head, like: the getaway-car drove the 
kidnapper and me to Alaska. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: AnimeMixDJ, 
‘Shining Darkly’, and Aamori! 


Chapter 10: The Stars 


The original poem was published on: 5/1/10 
The stars are out now, 
The bright moon hangs in the sky, 
Silver in the gloom. 
The stars are shining so bright, 
They could light up the whole sky. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Princess 
anna5S7 and nickyO! 


Chapter 11: Maxim 


The original poem was published on: 5/7/10 
Remember the Past 
Live life now for the Present 
Dream of the Future 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Eternal Skies, 
nickyO, and Princess anna57! 


Chapter 12: Writer's Block 


The original poem was published on: 7/2/10 
Oh how is wish it would end, 
This infernal, this unbearable lack of mind! 


Writer's Block! 
How I loathe you! 
You take away my imagination, 


Ending all thoughts of poems or stories 
Until I have naught to do but stare into space, 
My thoughts void of new idea, 

Of inspiration. 

Not even my dreams, 

Before so vibrant and full of magic, 
Lending me ideas for stories or poems, 
Can rid me of this wretched blight! 

I call out to you, fellow writer, 
Lend me your ear, 

Have you any way to aid me, 

In ridding myself of this, 

The infamous, 

Writer's Block? 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: ezexendrin, 
Wildhaswaffles, and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 13: Light And Darkness Cinquain 


Light. 
Soft, Bright. 
Setting us free. 
Saving our closed hearts 


Light. 
Darkness. 
Cold, lonely 
Closing our hearts. 
Fear is the emotion 
Darkness. 


Chapter 14: Silence 


The original poem was published on: 7/7/10 
-~-~- ~Silence ~-~-~- 
Nothing moves 
in the stillness 
that is silence. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Puppozammy 
and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 15: Silver Moon an Epic 


The original poem was published on: 9/4/10 
The radiant Silver moon, 
Shining her light on the world below her, 


She knows not what peril she threatens when she 
smiles. 


If her light were to touch me, I would become a fiend, 
No longer a human, a wolf. 


Larger, and stronger than any other, 
I can make any creature flee, 
Even the fearsome Grizzly 
I am terrifying. 
Though I hate it, the moon has beauty: 
Radiant silver beams to light my path 
A smiling face to look up at when I am sad 
If I were not a werewolf I would love the moon, 
But I AM a werewolf and so must submit to her, 
Let her command my body and soul, 


If she where not my master, I would love her for her 
beauty, 


But she is and so I hate her. 
Ah Silver moon! 

How you toy with me, 
Confuse my feeling of hate and love 
So I know not which is dominant. 
Silver moon, 

Why do you hate me so? 
Every month I become fiend of darkness, 
I hunt humans. 

I killed someone's child. 

I am a murderer. 

And it is your fault, 

Silver moon. 


Your fault I am a fiend. 
And yet... 
I cannot help it, but... 
I thrill in the speed, 
Able to run swifter than the swiftest wind, 
And catch the fastest prey. 
I love the stamina, 
Able to run all night long, 
And chase the clouds cross the sky. 
I adore the sound of my voice, 


Able to inspire fear or peace into the all hearts that 
hear, 


And the wild wolf joins me in song. 


Now I sing, and wolves sing with me, I have found a 
pack. 


I never fit in when I was human. 
Maybe I am meant to be with these wolves, 


Maybe, Silver moon, you are trying to help me find 
my place. 


But now I cannot change back, 
I am unable to become a 
Human again, 
Trapped in the body of a wolf. 
But, strangely, this does not bother me. 
Silver moon, 
I have become the Alpha of the pack, 


I am stronger, bigger, and faster, 
Than the rest of them combined. 
I will protect and lead them well. 
I swear it. 
Iam hunting alone tonight, 
The others are tired, 
I will bring them food. 
I am tracking a herd of deer, 
One of them is lame, 

But large enough to fill several stomachs 
I will hunt that one. 
Mid-step I pause, 

My ears turn to catch the sound. 
Do you hear that? 

It is the cry of a lost human, 

A child. 

All alone. 

In my forest. 

I set off after the child, 

My mind consumed in the Hunger 
The wind is on my side, 
Leading me to it, 

And your glow, Silver moon, 
Lights my path in the inky blackness of the night. 
There is a pale face in the darkness. 


I can smell its fear on the wind. 
It is the child. 
My prey. 

The Hunger rises in me and I stalk forward. 
Before the human knows what is happening, 
I pounce and see that it is a girl, 

She looks like she is eleven, maybe twelve. 
Terrified coffee brown eyes. 


Dark brown locks that look like they have not been 
washed in years. 


And a face almost as pale as the moon. 
Something stops me, 
She seems...familiar... 
Then I remember my daughter, 
Tadita. 
So little when she died, 
Lost in the forest when she wandered off. 
They found her coat, 
Being shredded by a bear, 
On the side of a forest trail 
Police shot the bear, 
But told us it is 
Too late 
To save her, my darling, 
My Tadita. 


She's dead. 
She was only five. 
But...this girl has her eyes, 
The girl I am about to kill. 
It has been seven years now, 
Since they found that bear. 
And still the pain is fresh, 

Like a knife cut through the heart. 
How can I force that pain on another? 
This girl can be someone else's Tadita. 

I look to the sky. 
Silver moon, 
You seem...sad, 
Rain begins to fall, as if you are crying. 
A cloud passes in front of you, 
And the haze clears from my mind. 
The Hunger, it is terrible, yes, 
But will I let it rule me? 
Consume my soul 
So that Iam naught but a hollow shell, 
Trapped in the body of a beast? 
No. 
I am not a monster. 
I may no longer be human, but I AM humane. 
I move away from the child as misery fills my heart, 


I lie in the shadows of the forest and do not stir. 
Still, Silver moon, you cry, 

Your tears cutting through the leaves, 
And landing on the terrified face of the girl 
As she stared into the darkness, 
Sliding down her face like years. 

You want me to do something, 

But what? 

The girl is cold. I see her shiver, 

But she is frozen with fear of me, 

And does not move to find shelter. 

The scent of blood catches my interest 
And I see that her left ankle is swollen and broken. 
She can't find shelter from this freezing rain. 
Oh Silver moon, 

What do I do? 

Leave her here to die of cold? 

Kill her and ease her suffering? 

But wait... 

What if there is another way? 

Can I save her? 


I stand and the girl cries and stumbles Farther Away 
from me, 


Falling into the cold grass, 
Where she lies and sobs with fear. 


As I move toward her she begins to cry out, 
Terrible screams that sound 
Like a terrified animal. 
I let whine escape me, and the girl stops. 
I bark softly and wave my tail, 
Like a friendly dog. 
How comical I must look, 
My huge size and fearsome countenance, 
And I act like I am a puppy. 
The girl stares into my eyes, 

I try to convey that I wont harm her. 
She smiles hesitantly, tears still streaming from her 
eyes, 

Still, it is a smile all the same. 

I take comfort and lie down in the hollow of a tree, 
I am only a few feet from the girl. 
After a moment the girl rises. 

She crawls slowly toward me. 

I thump my tail against the ground, 
Encouraging her to come closer. 

She does and leans against my side, 
Curling her cold fingers into my warm fur. 
I smile at her, revealing long teeth, 

I do not try to scare the girl, 

But, surprisingly she smiles back. 


In just minutes she is asleep. 
Silver moon, 

What do you want me to do with the child? 
Take her to a village where she can get help, 
Or find her family directly? 

I ponder this as the night continues. 

By the time you have gone to sleep, Silver moon, 
And the sun has risen to take your place in the sky, 
I have made my decision. 

I will take her to the nearest village. 

I let the girl sleep till the day is over, 

It is safer to travel at night. 

She must be tired, 

She has not stirred once. 

I nudge the sleeping child awake and she starts, 


Then closes her eyes and attempts to go back to 
sleep. 


I whine and lick her face. 
She giggles and wraps her arms around my neck. 
"Puppy!" She says. 


She acts like such a child that I cannot help but 
laugh. 


It comes out as choked barks, 


But the girl laughs too, so I know it doesn't sound too 
SCary. 


I poke her with my nose and cock my head. 


She scrunches up her face in confusion, 
Then her face clears and she says joyfully, 
"Tadita!" 

I stare at her shocked. 

My daughter's name is Tadita. 

She would be twelve this year. 

Can this be—? 

No. 

Don't even think that. 

My Tadita is dead. 

Silver moon, 

Why must you do this to me! 

I thought you where trying to help me, 
Do not torment me so! 

Tadita, the girl stares at me. 

She can see the anguish in my eyes. 
A tear slides down her cheek, "Puppy?" 


I sigh, letting the breath escape my chest in a great 
cloud of steam, 


Now I've made her sad too. 


I smile in an attempt to cheer her up and she smiles 
back. 


The rainfall is slowing, 
The sound of the rain hitting leaves is calming. 
Tadita stands up and stretches, 


Lifting her arms above her head, 
As if she is trying to grasp the stars. 
She looks at you, 

Silver moon, 

For a second, 

Then she smiles, 

"Bunny!" 

She points to you. 

I look at her in confusion, 

Why would she call you Bunny? 
And then I look closer, 

Behind a cloud that has drifted, 
There are dark patches on the surface of the moon, 
And they're in the shape of... 

Oh. 

A rabbit, 

It looks like it is running, 

With joy or fear I know not. 

It is funny, Silver moon, 

I have been starring at you for, 
Years now, 

And this girl sees that in five seconds. 
I woof and she turns back to me. 

I wag my tail again, 

She smiles, revealing surprisingly pointed teeth. 


Her eyes flash back toward the sky, 
And she point behind me, 
To you, Silver moon. 
I turn around 
The cloud had passed, 
The rain has stopped. 

You shine down, 
Unobstructed for the first time, 
Since I found Tadita. 

A feral snarl startles me and I spin around. 


Just in time to see Tadita let out a bloodcurdling 
scream. 


I rear up on my hind legs and leap forward, 
Toward her, I do not know what is happening, 
But it doesn't look good. 

Her eyes turn amber, 

He hair turns silver in the moonlight, 

And an instant later... 

She explodes. 

Fur the color of moonlight blasts out of her skin, 
Her hair shrinks in on her skull. 

Her jaw elongates and turns into a muzzle. 
Her spine twists, forcing her to bend forward. 
Her arms grow longer till they reach the ground, 
Where they turn to claw tipped paws. 


By now she is covered in the silver white fur, 
Darker spots decorate her legs and spine, 
Her face is the lightest, almost white, 
Like a bandit's mask. 

She is almost as big as I, 

Though I am more muscled. 
Tadita is a werewolf. 

I am a werewolf. 

Silver moon, 

Can it be true? 

Is this my Tadita? 

My daughter? 

She must be, 

How else would she be a wolf too? 
The Curse of the Lycan, 

I remember now its name, 

Only runs in my family's veins. 
Silver moon, 

Was this planned? 

Were we destined to be wolves together? 
Lycans? 

Tadita is facing me, 

Neither of us moves, 

Iam unsure how she will react. 

She stares at me, 


Her head tilted to the side, 
The light of the moon 
Reflecting silver in her now amber eyes. 
I stare back, looking, longing, 
For a sign of recognition. 

For any sign that she knows who I am. 
Suddenly the air is lit up 
With the songs of the pack. 

My pack. 

They are looking for me. 
Tadita immediately tenses 
And turns toward the sound, 
Whimpering slightly. 

In fear or longing? 

Did she miss having a family? 
Or is she more a rogue? 

I lift my head and howl a reply 
She watches me, 

Waiting. 

My song lifts into the sky 
Like the beating wings of an eagle, 
Souring high into the air 
So that creatures miles away 
Would surely hear. 

My pack is close 


I can hear their 
Hearts beating 
As they weave toward me 
Through our ancient forest. 
Tadita is afraid. 
She shivers, 

Her ears flat against her skull 
There is fear in her eyes. 
The pack bursts through the trees, 
And they rush toward me 
Yipping in greeting. 
Then they notice Tadita. 

I growl warningly 
As they become 
Agitated. 

One of the younger females, 
Not much more than a cub, 
Trots forward. 

Her fur is the color of 
The night sky 
Her eyes are 
The color of 
Fire. 

She sniffs Tadita hesitantly, 
Then licks her face 


In a friendly manner. 
Tadita brightens 
And licks her back. 
The others 
Run forward 
And greet her. 

A few hours later 
Tadita is 
One of us. 

The other wolves 
Love her 
Immediately. 

I escort the pack 
In a run, 

Our destination is in 
The deepest forest. 
The sky is brightening, 
The sun is rising slowly 
On the horizon, 
But still, Silver moon, you 
Shine down your light 
To illuminate the path. 
That leads to 
Our place in this world; 
The place that everyone belongs, 


Whether they are old, young, 
Lost or newly found; 
The place that you can always return to, 
To find happiness, 
And surprises, 
Joy, 
And grief, 
Forgiveness, 
And love. 

The place that anyone can always find, 
No matter how lost they become, 
They always return to it someday. 

And that place is 
Home. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: ezexendrin, 
Mamma-jamma, and Kloun mannequin! 


Chapter 16: Darkening 


The original poem was published on: 9/5/10 
Dark clouds are coming, 
Heavy with rain and lightning, 
Holding the Dark Heart 
In a fist clenched so tightly 
That there is no way to flee. 
Thanks for the previous reviews from: CallumJB, 


nickyO, ezexendrin, and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 17: Storm And Rainbow 


The original poem was published on: 9/15/10 
~-~-~- Storm and Rainbow ~-~-~- 
Grey clouds hang low in the sky. 

Rain begins to slowly fall. 

A rainbow starts to form— 

As the sun returns from its sleep. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: nickyO, 
mamma-jamma, and Kloun mannequin! 


Chapter 18: The Unnamed Poem 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 


The sky is as black velvet_ 
_The stars are bright and close 
The bird of legends calls out as it soars above 


black seas __ 
_The waves lapping at its fiery feathers as they 
trail over the darkness 
_Bright flames leap into the sky on a desolate 


island _ 


_Screaming for someone to recognize them for 


what they truly are_ 


_The sky seems to grow larger 


_The stars begin to disappear, one by one by one 
by one_ 
_The great bird begins its final song 


As it dances on the wind over the black 
darkness _ 


_And the flames reach out over across the 
darkness waters _ 


_And caress the shores distant 
There is something in the sky_ 
_Something that is drawing in the light. 
_The bird of legend lifts it wings and soars up 
_Into this new darkness it flies _ 
The flames now cover the entire world_ 
_And they too reach out for this darkness __ 
There light is no more; 

The ocean is gone, only death left behind; 
The bird of legend has ended its song; 
And the fires of life are extinguished; 
In this last, and eternal, nothingness. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 19: Winter's Smile 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
Don't cover your face, 


don't hide your eyes; 
all is well, 
in this winter garden. 
Show your smile, 
reveal your eyes, 
or summer will come. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 20: Six Feet Under 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
I sleep here in the ground, 
Six feet under, 
In my bed of wood, 
And blanket of earth. 
The bones keep me company, 

When I awake in the middle of the day 
Dreaming of being lost in the land of the sun. 
They are my only company, 

Here, six feet under, 

Far from the bright, 
the burning of the sun. 

But the worms come to see me. 

They crawl through my bones, 

And tickle my throat. 


I laugh when I see them come, 
They are my friends, 
Along with the spiders and 
The ghosts that are my neighbors. 
One day I know that The Fleshed will find me, 
And dig me up, maybe take pictures, 
So that they can be my friends too. 
But till that day comes, 
I'll wait here with the bones 
And spiders and ghosts 
(And the worms, of course) 
Till then I'll sleep, 
Sleep the days away, 
And wake at night, to listen to their music. 
I'll sleep here in the ground, 
Six feet under, with the bones, 
In my bed of wood, with the spiders, 
And blanket of earth, with the worms. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 21: The Owl 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
The wings are silent. 
The eyes bright as black silver. 


The flight is not seen. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 22: Thunder Rumble, Thunder Roar 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
Thunder rumble, thunder roar 
There is someone at your door 

Claws of stone and teeth of steel 
Your racing heartbeat it can feel 
Fur of grey and stripes of black 
Your greatest fear has now come back 
Fear of vengeance makes your head spin 
As you remember the face of your dead kin 
Cold-blooded murder; 
Cold-blooded killer. 

Thunder rumble, thunder roar 
There is someone at your door 
With skin full of maggots 
And empty eye sockets 
Its expression is a hideous leer 
And it can smell your fear 
Thunder rumble, thunder roar 
There is someone at your door 
But your life has come to its end 


You met your fate and now your blood is spent 
Your heart has stopped its frantic beat 
And your head lies down by your feat 
Thunder rumble, thunder roar 
There is no one at your door 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 23: Think 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
You know, I can't think, 
This poem should be easy: 
It's just a haiku. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 24: Snow And Sun 


The original poem was published on: 9/30/10 
Snow Leopard 
follow after me 
we'll go into the windy blue skies 
...so much...like your eyes... 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Your shadow's 
brother and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 25: Imagination 


The original poem was published on 
Imagination 
It fills the mind with color 
And opens the soul 


Thanks for the previous reviews from 
jamma! 


: 9/30/10 


>: MammMa- 


Chapter 26: Last Night on Earth 


The original poem was published on 
Our last night on Earth. 
Let us end all the fighting: 
The ending is here. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from 
jamma! 


: 9/30/10 


>: MammMa- 


Chapter 27: Bionic 


The original poem was published on: 
BLOOD AND GOLD AND THE BIONI 
_Bionic_ 
By Rjalker 


|= 


That this robotic hand, 
can hold your hand, 


10/30/10 
C HEART! 


Ino 


Is nothing short of 
a miracle, 
But that the heart 
Can Capture yours, 
Is beyond comprehension. 
Who knew, 
that the Bionic Heart, 
could love with the love 
that only 
humans 
can know? 
Who knew 
that 
no sum of blood, 
or gold, 
could 
extinguish 
that flame? 


No sum of Blood and Gold, 
Could equal the love of the human heart. 
No number of souls sold, 
Could match that of the Bionic Heart. 
But love seems to know love, 
And who are we to say where it can blossom? 


Love knows love, and knows where it can grow, 
But none shall know what love, 
Never mind the rules, 
That can bloom, 
In the Bionic Heart. 
3 
Blood and Gold, 
gold and Blood... 
Neither can match that Human Love. 
The Love of Humans. 
But. 
What if the Bionic Heart could? 
What if the False Heart could love too? 
Gold and Blood. 
Blood and Gold... 
Neither is worth the Love of the Human. 
That Human Love. 
But, maybe, the Bionic Heart, 
can too know that love, 
that Love that loves to Love, 
and that Love of the Blood and Gold. 
Gold and Blood. 
None can equal 
the Human or The Bionic. 
Neither Blood nor Gold can match the Love of the 


Heart. 

The Heart that Loves. 

4 

Blood, and Gold. 

Is either worth the love of the heart? 
Not the love of the human, 
But that of the Bionic Heart. 
3 

But what 

of Blood, 

and Gold, 

and the Bionic Heart? 
None can know. 

No one will 

know the 

secrets of the heart, 

not even 

the Bionic Heart. 

6 

Who is to Say, 

That the heart of the bionic 
knows not the love, 

of blood and gold? 

Who is to say that the 
Bionic Heart 


cannot love as we do? 

6 

Blood, and Gold, 

and the Bionic Heart. 

it loves just as we do, 

The Bionic Heart, 

just as we love the Blood and the Gold, 

so does it too. 

There were no previous reviews for this poem. 


Chapter 28: Sirens 


The original poem was published on: 1/9/10 

Suddenly 

The sound 

Of rising 
Sirens 
Came 
From 

Out 
The Window 


I 
Really 
Thought 
About 
It, 

It 
Stopped, 
Leaving 
Me 

Wide 
Eyed 
And 
Confused, 
My 
Mouth 
still 
Hanging 
Open 
To 
Speak. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: 
Theheartsbeat and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 29: Blood and Gold: The last Artifice 


The original poem was published on: 1/22/11 


Blood and Gold 

And The Bionic Heart. 

They are connected. 

The Man strings them together: 
Pain of the conquered 

Meets greed of the world, 
Mashing into one Thing. 

The Thing only knows the Man, 
All the Man knows 

The destructive emotion 

That makes The Man's 

Careful efforts like 

The crumbling seashore sand. 
How footprints fall 

And oceans wash away 

The only keepers of 

These things, 

He calls himself The Man 
And when all is said and done 
All emotions 

All footprints washed away, 
All that is left is the heart bionic 
And the blood, gold. 
Connected irrevocably, 

And incomprehensibly. 


There were no previous reviews for this poem. 


Chapter 30: Victory Rose 


The original poem was published on: 1/15/11 
Poor roses, dying, 
Leaves withering, roots drying, 
But look! A new bud. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: Playing in 
gasoline and mamma-jamma! 


Chapter 31: The Silence of The Bright World 


The original poem was published on: 1/22/11 
The world is silent as he steps down, 
The lord, the king, the prince of darkness. 
And the stars are bright as he kneels by the body, 


The last memory of what was, and the new hope for 
what shall be. 


The blank eyes reflect the dark and bright sky. 

And the prone form lies on the stone steps, 

The crimson stained fabrics fluttering in the silenced 
wind. 

There is silence as the prince of shadows stares at the 
face, 

And a silent tear falls down his cheeks, as the silence 
is shattered: 


“The end is near for me, dear Kayso, your 
Deathbringer is come for me." 


The lord stands and faces the skies, seeing the stars 
twinkle back coldly. 


And silent laughter comes to his ears. He turns. 


The killer stares back at him, a smile flickering 
around his mouth. 

The brightness of the stars falter as the knife flashes 
silver in the gloom, 

And then the prince falls, to join his friend in eternal 
darkness, his first and last dominion. 


There were no previous reviews for this poem. 


Chapter 32: Ice Queen 


The original poem was published on: 1/15/11 
The Ice is melting 
The storm has passed safely by 
We are safe again. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 33: LOL 


The original poem was published on: 1/22/11 
Live free or die hard, 


Those words are five syllables, 
Is this poetry? 
Thanks for the previous reviews from: AnimeMixDJ! 


Chapter 34: Haikuish 


The original poem was published on: 1/27/11 
God is holier-than-thou, 
As if the Devil could care. 
Hmm...that's ironic. 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: mamma- 
jamma! 


Chapter 35: Santa? No 


The original poem was published on: 1/27/11 
You run down the stairs, 
Snow softly pelts the windows. 
It is Christmas, and you want to see 
If Santa ate the cookies and drank the milk. 
Santa is like God in two ways, 
If you think about it. 
He rewards the good, 
And punishes the bad. 
Only God does this with Fire or Paradise, 
And Santa with Coal or Presents. 


Funny huh? 
The second way Santa 
And God are alike is 
Because they are both stories. 

Both fake, until that awful moment when 
You realize that Santa isn't real because 
You didn't get the present you wanted, 

Or someone tell you, on purpose or by accident. 
You eventually get over it, 

As they say, 

And you might remember back and think 
How foolish you were to believe that 
A very fat man could fit down a tiny chimney, 
And go to every house in the world in one night. 


This revelation comes to those who believe in God 
too, 


For some, it comes too late to do any good, 


At the moment of their death, when the Everlasting 
Nothingness looms 


Closer than ever before. 


And they realize, as their lungs breathe their final 
breath, 


That they are alone. 
Maybe they scream, I don't know. 
They realize that they have wasted their life, 
Worshiping one that doesn't exist, 


Hoping to find salvation, paradise after this life ends, 
Using the words 'Devine Plan' to justify 
The killing and enslaving of peoples. 


When someone asks them, 'How can God let this 
happen? I thought he was supposed to love us.' 


They answer, ‘it is part of his Devine Plan. All will 
make sense in Paradise. ' 


That's not good enough, 

Because what happens then when people 
Take their own lives to get to 'Paradise' faster? 
Where do the believers say they go? 

Into the fire. 

Like a kid climbing onto the roof on Christmas night, 
peering down the chimney to see if Santa has come, 
But 
Then they slip. 

Falling down the chimney, 

Into the fireplace, 

Their scream as silent 
As those that realize that they are 
Alone, and that they've wasted their life 
Because by the time they scream, 

It's already too late. 


.. his was REALLY dark...it was supposed to be... 
educational...hmmm... 


Thanks for the previous reviews from: JD Hellraiser! 


Chapter 36: Triumvirate 


The original poem was published on: 1/27/11 

Created on 27/02/2011 11:27:00 

And who here is to blame, 
For thought my heart loves Sue, 
Run fast, and I will follow. 
For the cause of their dismay? 
I cannot help but loathe you 
Go wherever you please, I will follow. 
Who is here to stay— 

Why did you have to be her guardian undue? 
Through storm or fire, I will follow. 
—And to Say, 

Oh, how I hate you, I do! 

Because I am your shadow, I will follow. 

"It was me."? 

There were no previous reviews for this poem. 


Chapter 37: Thoughts of The Deyath Chronicles 


The original poem was published on: 1/27/11 
And Death, he shall throw his ragged head down, 
And rage upon the ground in mortal anger, 
Fancying himself a horrid fool. 


And on that darkened hill, where the Opaque Castle 
lay, 


And where silver Pestilence does brood, 


Send the dogs up there to feed, on the howling 
screaming souls. 


But beware the Watcher, so quick and snide, 

That bars his gates from Hell's divide, 

That bars them too from Heaven's black rain. 

And amidst the torrent betwixt both great spires, 
There stands a man in shining black silver, 

With wings as grey as ash, and hair as black as white. 
And the gods watch, perplexed, 


As he throws his ragged head down, his golden voice 
rising into a roar, 


And the think him a fool. 
Thanks for the previous reviews from: Archia! 


Chapter 38: Though 


The original poem was published on: 1/29/11 
Though Poem 
Dull witted scavenging stranger, 
In these eyes nothing shall you find, 
None of that hate, or the spirit of the soldier. 
Violence has no cause here, 
Strife has no ground upon which to flourish, 


So send your searchers away, nothing is here fore 
them, 


Nothing but the love for life—and love's life. 
Nothing but the joy of sorrow, 

Or the tears of happiness, 

Nothing but the pounding heart of fear, 

All that makes us alive, 

Nothing but that, 

Though nothing but that. 

There were no previous reviews for this poem. 


Chapter 39: The Words 


This is the original poem. 

finally, the winter has released the earth from its 
icy grip. 

but now the land is barren, dead and dusty... 
and then the green bursts forth anew, 

shedding its light and joy upon the planet. 

and the sun sings in the bright shadowy sky, 

its dark wings caressing the night, brushing the 
moon's silver feathers in a final embrace. 

and the human mortals look on, the words 
coming unbidden to their lips: This is the world... 


Chapter 40: Rain Maiden 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 27/02/2011 11:41:00 
Rainbow, sparkling in the sunlight, 
The rain is your veil, the storm your guardian. 


Let the clouds be your suitors, so gentlemanly and 
kind, 


Do not let your love of the moon decide your fate: 
There are plenty more stars in the sky. 


Chapter 41: Waking Up 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:05:00 
Memories slipping into darkness; 
Dreams shattering into oblivion; 
Sunlight shooting into darkness; 

A new days dawns into the morning. 


Chapter 42: The Vampire Soul 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:05:00 
A fragmented Soul, 
Clinging to the Night, 

In terror of the Dawn 


Chapter 43: The Dark Is Bright 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:05:00 
Quick, look at the sky 
—The dark is brightest at night— 
I think I see stars. 


Chapter 44: Angeon 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:04:00 
Falling through the clouds, 
My heart as heavy as the rain, 
I can't see the ground. 
There is no end to this fall, 
Because I can't forget you. 


Chapter 45: Meditation 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:04:00 
Bright, rainbow filled skies; 
Lightning striking, stormy rain; 
All are distant now. 


Chapter 46: Zeus 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:09:00 
Thunder rumbles—flash! 
Lightning crashes through the air. 
The sky is angry. 


Chapter 47: Ice 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:09:00 
Ice, you burn my hand, 

So unlike fire—yet not, 
Maybe you are twins? 


Chapter 48: Jalkuo 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:09:00 
The white snow leopard, 
Hair grey from ages gone by, 
He has gone how now. 


Chapter 49: Grey Feathered Angels In The Sky 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:09:00 


Angel, 
Feathers, grey as ash, 
He calls himself Angeon. 
With eyes as green as the wind, 
He laughs joyfully, 
Then sees me, and disappears. 
Angeon, 
Raging tornado, 
Born of an angel's anger, 
Come to destroy us all? 
But no, you fade away now, 
To bring fear another day. 
Tornado, 
Circling, rushing, 
Coming closer to my home, my heart, 
I beg that you go, 
Let me live another day, 
Leave me, nightmare from my dreams! 


Chapter 50: Warrior Brothers 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:09:00 
Two young black wolf cubs, 
Denos and Anaego. 


They will be legends 
Because one of them will die... 
Denos, or Anaego? 


Chapter 51: FUN 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:16:00 
is fun, 
you plummet to earth, 
that would be bad... 


Chapter 52: Elf Song 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:16:00 
Daughter of the Woods, 
Raise your voice in Nature's Cry, 
Stand against Demons, 
The ones that would destroy you, 
And your enchanted forest. 


Chapter 53: Call To Arms 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:16:00 
This is the call: war! 


War on all that is violent, 
War on those unkind, 
Show them that peace will rein free, 
But lift not one cruel hand against them. 


Chapter 54: Shapes In The Mist 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 
For the vampires; 
For the werecats and werewolves too; 
For the witches, elves; 
For all that do not exist: 
I believe in you. 


Chapter 55: Imagery 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 

Voices heard through the wind, 
Snowflakes whirling, flashing past. 
Do you see that, there? 
What are those shapes, white on white, 
Standing on the high ledge, 
But wolves singing to the blizzard? 


Chapter 56: Mason 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 
Good Chihuahua, go, 

Skip down the stairs, don't fall though, 
Marlee almost did, 

And Saige laughed, not mean, 
Then I fell up the staircase. 


Chapter 57: Messages 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 
The Message: 

I stand on the beach. 
Something shines in the water. 
Message from afar? 

I wonder who it is for... 
Maybe it was meant for me? 
The Messenger: 

I stand on the beach. 
Glass bottle in my right hand. 
Toss it into sea, 
Hoping someone will find it, 
That they can read this poem. 


Chapter 58: Wildcat 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 
Stripes, in the shadows, 
Eyes flashing, teeth bared: Tiger 
Stalking through my dreams. 


Chapter 59: Disturbance 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:15:00 
The dark is peaceful, 
“Nothing moves in the stillness..." 
Then—flash of fire. 


Chapter 60: Lightning 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:17:00 
Lightning, flashing down, 
Aim your wrath not at me, friend, 
Earth awaits your kiss. 


Chapter 61: In Science Class 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 12/21/2010 
Shadow against glass; 

Sound of hawk wings, soaring past, 
Flying to the nest. 


Chapter 62: How Bright The DArk Is 


This is the original poem. 
Created on 02/03/2011 12:16:00 
Oh, how bright this darkness is! 
The moon is shining, full of light, 
And the stars add their radiance to my sight, 
Allowing me to see all in the sky that there is. 


Chapter 63: Question 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/22/10 
Blue rhymes with haiku, 
And cow rhymes with meow too, 
Does that make poems? 


Chapter 64: Where's My Muse? 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/22/2010 


Writer's Block I hate, 
Having no ideas? Bad! 
Then it goes away, 
And I am happy again... 
Until it returns later! 


Chapter 65: Dirty Money 
It'sAPlayOnWordsDontWorry! 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/22/2010 
I found a quarter, 
It was lying on the ground 
All dusty and old, 
It's from 1985, 
I wonder who dropped it? Ha. 


Chapter 66: Sophie! 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/22/2010 
O three legged doggie, 
How large is that brain of yours? 
We had to bathe you, 
Because you rolled in deer scat. 
How dumb you must be. 


Chapter 67: Look 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/22/2010 
Hoof prints on the roof! 

And some fluff from a red suit! 
Santa Clause was here! 


Chapter 68: Mah Dotsies! 


This is the original poem. 

Created on: 12/23/2010 
Sparkling in the sky, 

The invisible, bright, Dots! 
They are everywhere, 

And at the same time, nowhere... 

My mom thinks I'm crazy =( 


Chapter 69: Robot Boy 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Hold my hand, robot, 

I would like to be your friend, 
We can be best friends. 
Blood, gold, The Bionic Heart, 


None of them matter. 


Chapter 70: Winter Is Cold 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
I have a cold. Dang. 
I hate having to miss school, 
I hate being sick! 


Chapter 71: Vampire Batulan 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Wings flapping, flying, 

Come to drink of our throat blood— 
Wait...that's only cows... 
Never mind then, I was wrong, 
Go drink cow's blood, Batulan. 


Chapter 72: Meet Our Dogs! 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Zoey iS a mom. 
Mason is a Chihuahua. 
Sophie's three legged. 


Z and M had puppies, lots, 
Sophie was their crazy aunt! 


Chapter 73: Story Book Ending 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Singing to the birds, 

A princess looks out window, 
And sees, far below, 

A prince in shining armour, 
Come to save her from the tower. 


Chapter 74: Apocolypse 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Don't get left behind! 
Everyone stay together! 
This is the end now! 


Chapter 75: I Have A Question for you 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Are my haikus good? 
Or am [ killing the art? 


Someone tell me...please? 


Chapter 76: Catch Me, I'm Falling 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
Lightning flashes past. 

I am falling through the sky, 
Falling to my death— 

Black wings broken and bleeding— 
But not worse than my heart. 


Chapter 77: The Tiger's Dreams 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
I sit in my class, 

My eyes closing as 
I fall into dreaming. 


Chapter 78: Moonlit Memory 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
I can remember it even now: 
The sunlight glinting on the waves, 
Like so many stars. 


Chapter 79: Ray 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/23/2010 
It's getting darker, 

I shouldn't be here, 

The darkness is total. 
Then I hear the hunter, stalking. 


Chapter 80: Bear 


This is the original poem. 
Created on: 12/21/2010 
Standing in the woods, 
Alone, not a soul around, 
I stare at the eyes. 

A paw lashes out at me, 
And I sink into darkness. 


